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used to open Mariana's door, lie could not have restrained him-
self ft*oni penetrating into the sanctuary of love. Yet he went
away slowly; he slanted half-dreaming in beneath the trees, set
himself for home, and constantly turned round again; at last,
with an effort, he constrained himself, and actually departed. At
the corner of the street, looking back yet once, he imagined that
he saw Mariana's door open, and a dark figure issue from it. He
was too distant for seeing clearly; and, before he could exert
himself and look sharply, the appearance was already lost in the
night: yet afar off he thought he saw it again gliding past a white
house. He stood and strained his eyes; but, ere he could arouse
himself and follow the phantom, it had vanished. "Whither should
he pursue it ? What street had the man taken, if it were a man ?

A nightly traveller, when at some turn of his path he has
seen the country for an instant illuminated by a flash of lightning,
will, with dazzled eyes, next moment, seek in vain for the pre-
ceding forms and the connexion of his road: so was it in the eyes
and the heart of Wilhehn. And as a spirit of midnight, which
awakens unutterable terror, is, in the succeeding moments of com-
posure, regarded as a child of imagination, and the fearful vision
leaves doubts without end behind it in the soul: so likewise was
Wilhelm in extreme disquietude, as, leaning on the corner-stone
of the street, he heeded not the clear gray of the morning, and
the crowing of the cocks; till the early trades began to stir, and
drove him home.

On his way, he had almost effaced the unexpected delusion
from his mind by the most sufficient reasons; yet the fine harmo-
nious feelings of the night, on which he now looked back as if
they too had been a vision, were also gone. To soothe his heart,
and put the last seal on his returning belief, he took the necker-
chief from the pocket of the dress he had been last wearing. The
rustling of a letter which fell out of it took the kerchief away
from his lips; he lifted and read:

6 As I love thee, little fool, what ailed thee last night ? This
evening I will come again. I can easily suppose that thou art
sick of staying here so long: but have patience; at the fair I
will return for thee. And observe, never more put me on that
abominable black-green-brown jacket; thou lookest in it like the
witch of Endor. Did I not send the white nightgown that I might
have a snowy little lambkin in my arms ? Send thy letters always
by the ancient sibyl; the Devil himself has selected her as Iris."